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Unruly Urges





UNDER CONSTRUCTION


Can you tell me again why I brought you here?” With a loud sigh, I sit back in the driver’s seat of my car, peering out the window at the flurry of activity. A symphony of noises assaults my ears even with the windows up. Saws, hammers, yelling, but it makes me happy to see the progress.
“Because someone said they had something they wanted to show me,” my best friend Christy says in a sing- songy voice.
“This was a stupid idea.” I groan aloud, letting my head fall against the steering wheel. I turn my head with my eyes crossed.
Christy chuckles. “Well I can say with one hundred percent truth that the shell of your condo is breathtaking.”
“You’re such an ass.” I glance at the condo. “It’s more than a shell now. They’re actually working on the inside.”
Christy shrugs. “What are friends for?” She twists in her seat and leans against the door. “ Sooo…”
“I don’t like that look on your face, Christy.”
Christy crosses her arms over her chest. “So, who is he?”
I bang my head on the steering wheel and inadvertently honk the horn. “Damn,” I cry out, sitting back with my hand plastered against my heart. “ Ohmygosh.” My head falls back against the headrest. I glance out the passenger side window and see a dozen or so workers staring at my car. I point.
Christy glances over her shoulder. “Oh my.” Her mouth makes a perfect O.
“What can I say, I’m a sucker for big, muscular, sexy as hell men with tattoos.” Drawing a deep sigh from my throat. “I can’t help it”, I always have been. I step out of the driver’s side of my car, shut the door and lean on my forearms on the hood with my chin resting on my palms waiting for Christy to join me.
“Okay,” Christy says as she gingerly stands in the dirt and steps around the car to join me. “Not what I had in mind when you said, ‘Hey come and look at my new condo’.”
I roll my eyes at her expected sarcasm. “You knew it was under construction.”
Christy crosses her arms over her chest and grimaces down at her red four-inch heels sunk in the thick mud with her right brow raised. “Had I known we were coming to a mud pit, I wouldn’t have worn these shoes.” She attempts to pull her foot free and finally gives up with a huff.
“Somehow I thought you might find something else to occupy your thoughts other than the mud.” I pull a face. My eyes are already searching for what I came for. A fitted T-shirt over bulging muscles, jeans that ride low over slim hips, and an ass that calls out to me in my dreams. He caught my eye the first time I stopped in for a tour. The only thing standing was the concrete foundation and the outside walls and a bunch of sweaty men.
I watch her eyes widen as she takes a moment to actually look at what’s right in front of her. “I guess I can see the appeal.”
“I thought you would.” I cock my hip, playing with one of my loose curls when I finally catch sight of the back of his neck. I know it’s him because he has a tattoo starting at the base of his shaved head. I jab Christy in the ribs.
“Ouch.” Christy’s brow furrows as she rubs her side.
“That’s the one that keeps bringing me back.”
“Wow, Stephanie.” Christy’s mouth drops open. “I had no idea you were into that kind of man.” She points her red-tipped expensively manicured finger in his direction.
“Me neither.” My mouth’s salivating. At that precise moment he bends over stretching the material of his jeans over the tight, muscular globes of his buttocks and delineating the muscular lines of his thick thighs through the worn material of his jeans.
“He’s huge!”
“I know.” I sigh. “Isn’t he yummy?” My stomach clenches and my tongue darts out between my lips to wet their sudden dryness. It’s as if all the liquid in my body decides to pool in one specific area. I squirm, squeezing my thighs together to keep it from leaking down the inside of my legs.
Christy turns her head and asks, “Have you had a conversation with him yet?”
“No, not really. Not outside of the usual, ‘hi’.” I shake my head in reply to her question. “I was thinking of taking that step today.”
“Did you bring me along for moral support?”
“I don’t know.” I shrug. “Maybe.”
Christy laughs.
My eyes widen slightly at her laughter. “Whatever…” I tip my water bottle to my lips and take a long drink.
“Hey, hey, hey…” Christy puts her hand on my arm as I turn away. “I’m just teasing you. It’s actually quite nice to see you so enraptured with a man.”
“As opposed to what?” I hear the annoyance in my voice. I turn toward my best friend with my arms crossed protectively over my chest.
“Work.”
“What I do is important to me.” I know that being a social worker has its ups and downs, but it is fulfilling to me. There are those times that I feel like I’m making a difference and that gives me great joy.
“I know.” Christy smiles. “It’s still nice to see something or should I say someone capturing your attention.” Christy looks up. Her eyes widening just a fraction and clears her throat.
“You can call him a Greek god.” I dig around in my purse. “Do you need a cough dro…”
“Who is a Greek god?”
At the sound of the deeply masculine voice, the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end, my heart races, my nipples tighten, and my limbs freeze. I have to stifle the groan that nearly escapes at the question voiced in a deep rumble behind me. I don’t know how I know, but I know it’s him. My fuck me fantasy in the flesh. Within touching distance. Within fucking distance.
I slowly turn and lift my head higher and higher to clash with his sparkling emerald eyes that are crinkling at the corners. Damn!
I take a deep breath and glance over my shoulder. “Hi.” Even though I’m not short, I still have to glance up to look into those green eyes.
“Hi,” he replies, a small smile playing at his lips. “I saw you standing over here; do you ladies need some help?”
Please keep talking. Please keep talking. Please keep talking. The vibrations of his voice are setting me off. I have a feeling that if I was leaning against his hard, drool-worthy body I could come with the sound of his voice alone. “No,” I answer, I plaster a smile on my face. “Just showing my friend here my soon to be new condo.” I gesture towards Christy.
“Not much to see yet.” His brow furrows.
“I guess that’s a matter of opinion,” I mutter. He looks at me with narrowed eyes and an all too knowing look. “I’m just excited.” My awareness of him is so acute, I can’t think of anything else to say.
“My name’s Liev.” He holds out his hand and when he does, a tattoo that surrounds his Twenty-inch bicep is revealed to my searching gaze.
Not another. My heart hammers in my ears and it won’t shut the hell up. “Stephanie.” I place my hand in his and warmth surges through me. “This is my friend, Christy.”
He looks over at Christy and smiles, but his gaze returns immediately to mine. “Nice to meet you both.” He replies with a pointed glance. “Did you have any questions about our work?”
“Not yet.”
He reaches into his back pocket and pulls out a wallet. Flipping it open he extracts a card and hands it to me.
I look down at the card.

HUNTER CONSTRUCTION
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“Oh.” I look back up into his dark eyes that are currently watching me so intently. “You own the construction company?”
“Yes,” Liev answers simply. “You sure you don’t want a quick tour?”
Christy steps forward, not a timid bone in her body and I know exactly what she is trying to do. “I would love one.”
My gaze flashes to Christy’s accusingly as I take a hesitant step closer. “Sounds good.”
“You’ll both need hard hats,” Liev says as he reaches for my arm and urges me toward a large black SUV. He grabs two hats from the back of the truck at the same time Christy’s phone rings.
Christy looks down at the caller id. “I have to take this.” She smiles a smile full of mischief. “You two go ahead. It’s not like I won’t get to see it when it’s done.”
“Christy?” I squeak out.
She waves me on with a distracted flick of her hand.
“You’re sure?”
“Of course.” She waves us on. “Go ahead. I have a feeling this is going to be a long call.” She turns and walks toward my car, then expertly pivots on her heels with her hand outstretched. “Keys?”
I thrust my hand into my purse and snag my large key ring tossing it to her which of course she catches. She does everything right all the time. It’s really quite annoying.
“So I guess we’re on our own?” Somehow he makes the question sound seductive.
“It sure looks that way,” I mutter in disbelief, all the while smiling and trying not to sound too eager.
He puts the big yellow hat over my auburn curls and steps back admiringly. “You look pretty good in a hard hat, Stephanie” he says gruffly, reaching up to rub a curl between his fingers.
I blush. “I probably look like a clown with my red cork-screw curls and a bright yellow hard hat.” I rub the tip of my nose. “Now all I need is a big red nose.” I watch as he digs around in his pockets for a few seconds. “What are you doing?” I press my lips together.
He looks up with a crooked grin. “I must have left my extra nose at home.” He leans subtly closer tucking the loose lock of hair that had fallen forward behind my ear and smiles. “You actually look kinda cute with this hard hat on.” He taps the top with his forefinger.
I swallow thickly. I look up at him. He’s so tall in comparison with me, and large. He looks as if he could pick me up with one hand and not think a thing about it which really turns me on.
“Follow me.”
I just wanted to say Yes, Master, and be done with it. I wasn’t even trying to push aside my arousal. As he turns around to head for the front door, I get a better look at the back of his head and neck. I raise up on my tip-toes, trying to read what the sexy tattoo on the back of his neck reads. “De r e ir a ch e ile a th o gtar na caisle a in?”
“Not bad,” he says. “Most people slaughter it.”
“What does it mean?” I look up and nearly get lost in his green eyes. He grins and twin dimples crease his cheeks. Wow, I hadn’t expected that. Dimples go against every bad-boy image I can think of.
“It takes time to build castles.”
He clears his throat.
“Stephanie?”
I take a deep breath to gather my scattered thoughts and force my attention back to Liev. “Huh?” Great, now I sound like an idiot.
“Did you hear what I said?” His voice deep, rich.
“I was too busy staring at your dimples.” My hand flies to my mouth, my heart thuds strongly beneath my breastbone.
He smiles again, his bright green eyes never leaving my face.
My brow furrows. “Don’t do that anymore. I can’t concentrate.”
“Do what?”
I grimace. “Smile.” I try to look at him without getting all giddy inside, but I can’t. My pulse is racing and I want to put my finger in his dimple. It’s just too darn cute.
He flattens his mouth in a straight line. His brow furrows in concentration and it only enhances his dimples as he tries hard not to smile. “I’m sorry. I can’t do it.” A bright smile breaks out across his face and I can’t even pretend to stifle my groan. I’m definitely a goner.
I shake my head in resignation. “Okay.” I hold up my hands. “What does the tattoo mean again?”
He raises his brow, his sultry bedroom eyes meeting mine.
A promising tingle settles at the base of my spine at his look. “I promise I’ll listen this time.” I bite my bottom lip, my eyes wide.
He runs his hand over his short black hair. He leans down close to my ear. “It takes time to build castles.”
I shiver. “Oh.” I turn my head and Liev’s mouth is a mere two inches from mine. “That’s perfect.”
His probing green eyes make my heart rate spike. “You ready?
“I’ve been ready,” I say as if in a trance.
Liev chuckles. “Me too.”
I can’t stop my eyes from lowering to his crotch and notice the tell-tale bulge in his jeans. Oh, damn. He wasn’t kidding.
“Lead the way.” I stand and watch him go, my appreciative eyes following his perfect denim-encased ass for a second.
He looks over his shoulder.
“Coming,” I mutter as I trot after him. God, how I wished.
“That’s all of the downstairs,” he says. “Want to take a look at the upstairs?”
“Is it done?”
“Just finished the master bath yesterday.”
I clap my hands excitedly. “I can’t wait.” I smile up at him. “I picked everything out myself.”
He grabs my hand and tugs me up the unfinished stairs. “I think you’ll be pleased with the finished product.”
I giggle. “You sound so professional.”
“I am a professional.” The corner of his rugged mouth curves up in a smile.
“You have a great smile.”
“Thanks.” His smile widens, flashing perfect, white teeth. Not to mention emphasizing his perfectly kissable lips. “So do you.”
Stop. Stop. Stop. “Please stop.”
Liev pauses one step from the top. “Is something the matter?” He turns to face me, dropping my hand.
“I can’t take it anymore.” I launch myself at him grabbing a handful of his T-shirt in my fists, almost knocking us both down in the process. “You’re making me so hot.” I practically crawl up his body, my mouth clambering for his.
He smashes his mouth to mine grabbing me by the waist and lifting me to the top step and I wrap my arms around his neck jamming my tongue down his throat. He consumes me and my wildness accentuates his ardor. His hands lower finding the bottom of my dress. He runs his calloused hands up the backs of my thighs pushing the skirt higher until he cups my cheeks in his large palms.
“Oh, God,” I breathe against his mouth, I can’t resist his bad-boy, hard-working man roughness a second longer.
Without warning he wraps his large, strong hands around my waist and lifts me in his arms. “Wrap your legs around my waist,” he growls out the command. His fingers grip my waist tightly.
I lift my legs and wrap them around him squeezing him tight with my thighs. My hands grip his nape before running up the back of his neck, knocking his hardhat off his head. It makes a resounding thud as it lands on the steps followed by several loud thumps as it bounces the rest of the way down and lands at the bottom with an ominous crash.
He stands frozen in place for a moment before he takes a quick glance over his shoulder and down the steps. “Fuck,” he says on a groan.
His erection surges hard against the juncture between my thighs and I grind my dripping pussy into his hard length. “Forget it,” I whisper against his lips, grasping his shoulders to pull his mouth back to mine.
“Someone could have heard it fall and come looking for us.”
“I don’t care.”
“I like hearing that.” He walks forward, stepping into a room and kicking the door shut. “Master bedroom,” he rumbles. He keeps walking as if I weigh less than a feather and sits me down on the cold counter of the master bath.
I glance around. “It turned out exactly as I wanted.” I tighten my thighs around his waist and press myself into the rough front of his jeans. I’m so far gone I could come with a few more rubs of my clit against his covered hardness.
“The tile’s perfect.” My heart pounds in my chest erratically as I reach for the hem of his T-shirt and pull it quickly up his body. “Arms.”
He lifts his arms without question and I toss the sweaty shirt into the bathtub. “You’re gorgeous,” I whisper. My breath hitches and saliva pools in my mouth at the sight of his beautiful, tanned torso. “You smell delicious.”
“I smell like sweat.” I slide my fingers over the fine sheen of sweat that still glistens on his muscles. I lean closer and press a kiss into his chest, feeling his muscles jump beneath my lips. I sweep my tongue out along his pecs until I circle his flat nipple surrounded by dark hair and gently suck until it hardens against my tongue.
His back arches and I can feel his erection swell against the inside of my thigh which releases another gush of liquid.
I can’t help but run my fingers over the tattoo that circles his right arm. I lean down and place several kisses over the ink. “I’m a sucker for tattoos.”
“Is that so?”
“Oh, yeah.”
He reaches between our two bodies and shoves his hand into the elastic waistband of my panties sliding into my damp curls, flicking over my engorged clit and playing in the slick arousal gathering between my thighs.
I thrust my tongue into his mouth on a loud moan crushing my mouth over his almost painfully. My teeth bite and scrape. My hands claw at his flesh. Needing him nearer. I grip the sides of his head and hold him steady plundering the wet recesses of his mouth, drinking him in, needing to drown myself in his taste.
A growl erupts from his throat as he rips his mouth from mine and takes a few deep gulping breaths. “Stephanie.”
My breasts heave shallowly as I draw in much needed air. “Don’t stop, Liev.” My lust is past thinking as he slides his hand into my hair and pulls my head back. His mouth, wet and hot, glides over my jaw, his tongue taking long licks over my skin and he sucks on my throat.
The look he gives me tells me that stopping is the furthest thing from his mind. My hands trace every line and ridge over his chest. Testing every muscle as it bulges beneath his taut skin and he grips me tightly.
I spread my legs wider as he nudges past my swollen folds and plunges two fingers deep into my slick channel. My body arches and I lean back on my hands, my head falling against the mirror. I lift my hips as he massages the walls of my pussy and thrusts deep. Sliding over my engorged walls reaching for and finding the one spot that will make me shoot off like a rocket. He swirls his fingers and flips his wrist and I gasp.
“Oh, God.”
He slides his fingers free and pushes them into his mouth. “Delicious.”
I close my eyes at the erotic picture he makes sucking his fingers into his mouth and sucking and licking my juices clean.
A low moan emerges from my throat.
“This is better than what I brought for lunch.”
My pussy swells even more, so hot that it feels like flames could shoot from deep within my body. The only thing keeping the fire at bay are my juices that are flowing freely now.
His fingers warm and steady push my panties over my hips, sliding them off my legs and holding them up to his nose. He inhales deeply before stuffing them in his jeans pockets.
My eyes widen. What are you doing with my panties?” I whisper frantically.
“These are mine.” He grins, his green eyes flashing as the heat in his eyes intensifies. “A souvenir.”
“ Liev,” I moan out.
“You want to come, Stephanie?” He smashes his palm against my bare mound and rubs my cream in a circle with the heel of his hand.
“Yes.” My face heats as I smile.
A low growl vibrates in his throat as his head lowers, nostrils flaring as he thrusts two thick fingers deep into my well-lubricated pussy. His thick fingers keep a rhythmic in and out motion. He squats, his face even with my glistening pussy, his warm breath easing over my heated skin. He latches on to my clit and sucks hard.
My stomach muscles clench with need as his tongue slips and slides up and down my slit. His tongue flicks out flat against my labia and laps up my excess juices as he fucks his fingers deep. I begin to melt with the heat of his body and his masterful touch. The walls of my pussy grip his fingers tightly as I drag in a deep breath.
“Please, Liev,” I beg.
“God I’d love to feel that cunt gripping my dick, Stephanie,” he rasps.
“Then hurry.” I beg. “Hurry, please.” I look up and catch him staring up at me with a smile in his intense eyes before he pushes my legs even wider and thrusts his tongue inside me.
“Yes. Yes. Yes.” I lift my hips, pressing his face deep into my pussy. Tremors begin low in my spine and travel down to my toes and back up to my clit, with a couple more lashes of his tongue and one more flick of his fingers I scream in ecstasy. His tongue driving me mad until the final tremor ends.
He rises and shifts his hips into place between my thighs. The sound of his zipper lowering is muffled by our loud breathing. I lift myself, tilting my head forward to catch even the faintest glimpse of his stiff cock as it springs free from his jeans and boxer briefs. I moan in anticipation as I finally catch sight of his thick, veined penis bobbing between my legs.
I lick my lips as a pearlescent drop of liquid beads on the purplish, engorged head of his cock. “Hmm…”
“Stephanie.”
I jump with a start at the sound of Christy’s voice filtering up the stairs. “That was work. I have to go.”
Liev quickly shoves his rigid cock back into his jeans with a cringe before helping me off the counter and I straighten my clothes. He grabs his T-shirt from the bathtub and slides it over his head.
“Stephanie?”
“Were coming!” I yell back, covering my mouth to muffle my chuckle. “Well at least one of us did,” I murmur.
Liev stands in the doorframe. His eyebrows high. “ Ain’t that the truth,” he says with a lazy drawl and a grimace.
“I’m sorry.” My eyes flicker to his crotch.
“Why?” His question comes out rough as if he hadn’t spoken for some time.
I look down at the ginormous bulge behind his zipper. My tongue flicks out at the thought of what I could do to get him off. “You didn’t… ya know.”
“ Ya know?” He asks his voice gravely with desire.
I hit his arm, then lay my palm flat and squeeze his muscle forgetting what we are talking about.
He blows out a deep breath. “Don’t be a stranger.”
“Okay.” I clear my throat.
How about dinner Friday night?” Liev flashes a grin but straightens his shoulders as if concerned with what my answer might be.
“You want to go out with me?”
“I would think it’s obvious that I’m in to you.”
“I practically attacked you.” I huff a breath, my cheeks turning pink in embarrassment.
He leans close and nips my earlobe. “I liked it.” His chest rises and falls.
I pull back, rubbing my ear.
His eyes burn a trail down my body and back up to capture my gaze with his intense stare.
“I’d like that.”
He cups my face and brushes his mouth over my lips. “Can I have your number?” he whispers against my mouth.
I jump back. “Oh, yeah.” I pick my bag up from where it fell and dig until I find my cards and pull one free to hand to him. “Wait.” I grab my card back from him and write my personal cell number on the back. “Call my cell.”
He takes the card from me but doesn’t immediately release my hand. He rubs my palm lightly with his thumb and all I can do is groan.
“Stephanie!”
I cringe at Christy’s impatient call. “I’ve got to go,” I say as I scoot around the corner and head down the stairs only to stop half-way as I see Christy standing there with a smirk holding up Liev’s hard hat.
I race the rest of the way down the stairs and grab her by the arm pulling her to the car. “I can explain.”
“You better, slut.” Christy laughs.
“I’m not a slut,” I whine.
“Tell that to the big, yummy man standing in the doorway with a goofy grin.”
I glance over my shoulder and sure enough, Liev is standing in the door with a huge grin.
I turn around, giggling as I grab Christy by the arm. “Oh, God, I’m a slut.”



PERFECT STRANGERS


It doesn’t take much for my e es to follow her as she moves across the room. She’s impossibly beautiful. Abso-fuckin-lutely gorgeous. So with rapt consideration I watch her hips sway with an innate sensuality as she winds across the crowded bar.
I do n’t normally have issues f inding company, but this lady is different. She does n’t belong in this bar. She should be sitting at a table with a crystal goblet instead of drink i ng from a long neck bottle of beer. The contrast of her high-brow suit and beer fascinates me. I need to know more. I want to know more.
I recognize that I want more. That it would be nice to have someone to come home to. So for the first time in a long while, I sit back impatiently in my usual corner booth and give her a few minutes to get situated to see if she is alone before making a move. The ten minutes seem interminable. If I was standing, I would be pacing back and forth.
“Is this seat taken?” I ask, my legs spread and my arms folded across my chest, my heart rate begins to accelerate just a bit.
She shakes her head.
“You look too good to be sitting her e all alone, ” I say, my eyes taking in her fitted cotton T-shirt, tight jeans, and sandals.
“What makes you think I’m by myself?” She flips her long blonde hair back over her shoulder.
I lean across her and lift my brow. “I don’t see anyone next to you.” I reach out a hand and swipe it over the bar looking down at my dry fingers. “No wet ring.” She flashes a skeptical frown. “So this seat must have been empty for some time.”
She waves her hand in the air. “It’s a free country.”
I drag a hand through my hair, hoping I’m playing her well. I pull out the stool next to hers and sit down. I hold up a finger and in less than thirty seconds a long neck is sliding in front of me.
She lifts her blonde brow. “You must come here a lot.”
“After work a few days a week.” I take a long pull from my bottle. I watch from the corner of my eye as her eyes travel over my face and down my neck as my throat moves with each swallow. “How about you?”
“I’ve been here a few times.”
I haven’t seen you here before.”
“Maybe you haven’t been looking.”
“You could be right.” I take a long drink from the beer and sit silently.
“Does this little attempt at seduction work on many women?” She swivels on her high bar stool meeting my gaze. “You look too good to be sitting her e all alone?”
“I’m only stating a fact.” I lean in and inhale her fresh feminine scent as my already partia lly erect cock twitches behind the zipper of my jeans.
She snorts. “Yeah.” She lifts her empty bottle towards the bartender.
“Let me get this one for you.”
“Thank you.” Straightening her back she looks at me through narrowed eyes as if checking to see if I’m worth her time and gives a slight shrug.
She leans her elbow atop the bar. “Is that the best you’ve got?”
She wraps her lips around the mouth of her bottle and my horny as hell self nearly shoots its load.
“What?” Now thanks to her glossed lips and a long-neck bottle I’m now sitting here with a raging hard-on.
“Pick-up line.” She smirks.
“Let me see…” I rub my bottom lip with my finger and my thumb and reach back into the deep recesses of my mind for something different. “Smoking is hazardous to your health…and baby, you’re killing me.”
She doesn’t respond.
“Would you grab my arm so I can tell my friends I’ve been touched by an angel?” I continue.
She gnaws on her lower lip as if trying to stop a smile from spreading across her face. “Keep going. I’m waiting to hear something good.”
“I seem to have lost my phone number. Can I have yours?” I cock a brow.
I watch as she moistens her lips, then meets my laughing chocolate-colored eyes. I hold up my hand for another beer.
“Thanks.” I glance up at the bartender, then at her. “Want one?”
She nods.
She looks down, then steals a glance at me. “How about, I’ve always felt there was a hole in my life, but you look about the right size to fill it.” She laughs.
I sputter against the lip of my beer bottle. “Damn, good one.” I adjust my jeans to make room for my ever-hardening dick.
She looks me up and down with her pretty blue eyes with an air of confidence, but I can see her opening and closing her fists in her lap. “And I thought it was hot outside!” She leans back against the bar and crosses her legs, pleased with her pick-up line.
I immediately toss back, “Smile if you want to sleep with me.”
She slides gracefully from her bar stool with a smile and holds out her hand.
I pause enjoying our interplay. Enjoying her femininity, but eager for the rest of the night’s entertainments.
She drops her hand. “ Suddenly you don’t want to see if I’m magically delicious, Zane?” Cocking her hip, she plants her hand firmly at her waist and tilts her head as her eyes lock with mine.
My dick hardens even more at her mock-innocence. “ Hell-to-the-fuck no! ” I toss a wad of bills on the bar and leap to the floor. “Lead the way.” I reach down, pulling her right hand from her hip and grip it tightly in mine. Practically drag ging her from the bar.
“That’s better,” she calls from behind. “When a woman says she ready to leave a bar with you, your ass better run.”
I look over my shoulder to see her brow arched, slowing my steps when I see her nearly stumble. “Yes, ma’am.” I grin, humor lacing my voice as I give her a jaunty salute.
Her grin a little wicked, she lick s her lower lip.
We walk about three more feet, I slow waiting for her to catch up. I jerk her close; wrap my arm around her waist, pulling her up and back, flush against the solidness of my body before pivoting into the nearest ally. I pin her against the side of the building, my left thigh thrust betwee n her legs. My cock now pressed insistently against the join of her thighs.
“My dick has been hard since you walked into the bar.”
“My pussy’s been dripping since I heard your voice.” She moans and jerks her hips against my hard thigh. “God you smell so good.”
I capture her head between my palms and kiss her. Thrusting my tongue brutally between her lips a nd teeth as carnal desire curls in my stomach as the bitter taste of beer and th e sweetness of her saliva coats my tongue. Damn she makes me think of nasty, dirty fucking.
“Zane.” She moans softly.
“Yeah, baby?” I skim my fingertips up the inside of her thigh and her lips pa rt slightly in obvious surprise.
She breathes deep. “We’re in public.” She looks at me with a worried look on her face.
“Oh and I know you like to fuck in public, don’t you, Nina.” Her hair is mussed and her eyes fall closed. I lean forward and lick her from chin to ear. “My little exhibitionist,” I whisper, biting down on her ear. I smile against her face as her breathing turns ragged and she cries out at the hint of pain.
Before she can say anything else, I kiss her, long, hard, and deep. “Well it’s very difficult to fuck you up against this wall when you have on a pair of jeans.” I whisper against her lips.
“Had I known some tall, dark, gorgeous man was going to fuck me in an alleyway tonight, perhaps I would have worn something a little different.”
“Now you know.” I flash a quick smile her way. “Always be prepared.”
“I’m not a damn Boy scout.” She licks her lower lip, her tongue sliding inadvertently over mine in the process provoking a deep groan from my throat.
“I’m dying to see that pretty, little cunt of yours.”
“Is that a fact?”
“Oh, darling.” I dig my hand into her hair and pull her head, exposing her throat to my wet mouth. “It’s inevitable.”
She moves against my leg, rocking her hot pussy against my thigh and I imagine her swollen clit plumping with each pass back and forth.
“Are you trying to get off here in the alleyway without me?” God, I’m one lucky son of a bitch to be pressed against this sexy piece of ass.
She drops her head. “I’m so horny.” She draws in a steadying breath as she moves against me.
I can smell the scent of her arousal surrounding us. Overpowering my senses.
“I’m so wet.” She reaches for my coc k and strokes me through my jeans.
“If you’re a good girl, I’ll let you suck my dick.” I can feel her growing more and more wet with each grind of her pussy, her head tipped back.
She continues to rock her hips enticingly, every few movement s knocking against my turgid cock, the wetness f rom her dripping channel seeps through her thick jeans making a wet spot on my leg.
“Keep moving Nina.” I pull down the neck of her T-shirt and shove her bra down revealing her hard, pink nipple s. “God, your nipples are so hard. ” I tease her left nipple with my right hand. Twisting the tiny pink bud hard, making her gasp. “They’re begging to be sucked.”
“Yes.” She begins panting hard and wiggling, wordlessly begging for her sweet release.
“You like this, don’t you, Nina.” I lean forward with a flat tongue and scrape it over her nipple in back and forth licks causing a shudder to ripple through her. Surrounding her nipple with my lips, I tug. “You like the idea of getting caught.” I bite down on the protruding flesh, my cock jumping at her cry. “You want someone to see you come.” I suck her nipple hard against the roof of my mouth.
“Oh, God.”
“Keep rocking those gorgeous hips of yours, Nina. I’ll make you come.” My voice is soft but full of promise. She me e t s my gaze with glazed eyes, full of lust.
“Your tits are gorgeous, Nina.” I cup one breast in my palm. “So pretty.” I flick my thumb across the engorged tip, scratching lightly with my nail.
She gasps, moving against me as much as she can, wiggling, wanting more, trying hard to reach for her orgasm.
“Don’t stop.”
“I won’t, baby.”
“Oh, God,” she cries. “I’m coming.”
Lowering my head to suckle on her left breast, I draw it deep in my mouth and within seconds she shatters. Her soft whimpers only increase my already strained control.
I pull my leg from between her thighs, kn o w ing she can’t support her own weight. She sags and I catch her, clasping her tightly against my chest. I lift her chin and capture her mouth in a deep, demanding kiss, my tongue deep in her hot mouth where I wanted and knew my dick would be in a matter of moments.
“Now suck my di ck.”
She drops to her knees without protest.
“See jeans were a good choice for tonight.” I stroke the top of her head. “I wouldn’t want your pretty, little knees to get scrape d on the hard ground.”
She quivers beneath my hand. As she closes her right hand around my cock my knees nearly buckle. She strokes me hard a couple of times before burying her face between my legs and run ning her tongue down the crease of my crotch. Her hair slid es sensually over my jutting cock as she gathers it in her hand, she slowly winds it around my cock. She wraps her hand over her hair and my cock and glides up and down my length.
“Does that feel good, baby?” She practically purrs as my cock swells in her hand.
I suck in a shallow breath. “Damn good.” A bead of sweat trickles down from my hairline. “Suck it, baby.”
Her breathing is uneven as her tongue flicks out to capture the drop on the tip before open ing her mouth wide and immedia tely sucking me deep. Deeper and deeper still until my cock is against the back of her throat. Her tongue laves and swirls, circling the ridge around the crown, pressing in and out of the slit on the tip.
I bury my hands deep in her hair, holding her head steady while she takes my balls in her soft palm, squeezing, rolling, and weighing them until they start to draw up tight against my body as she slurps my cock wetting it with her saliva and swallowing it again.
She sucks on me, nibbles on me, licks me. My head falls back on my shoulders. God, can she suck a mean dick. “Fuck,” I hiss through clenched teeth.
I grab her hair and push my cock deep, near ly groaning as her throat works around the head. “Now hurry it up so I can get you home and fill your sweet pussy with my dic k.”
“Hmm…” she grips the base of my cock with her tiny hand and bobs her head up and down, her nostrils flaring, and high-pitched pants coming from between her lips and my cock.
I’m close; my ragged breathing betrays me. “Deep, Nina,” I growl after a few deep breaths. “Suck me deep, Nina.” I stroke her shoulder. “Later I’m going to fuck your hot cunt with my big dick.” Her hair h angs around her face hiding her emotions. I gather it in one fist and twist until her face his visible. She looks up through her lashes, her eyes wide, her face flushed and I’m done. The sight of her hallowed out cheeks and swollen lips glistening with saliva do it for me.
I come with a guttural groan, the hot spurts of my come slide down her throat and she doesn’t stop until every last drop is accounted for.
I let my spent cock slide from her mouth. “Your place or mine?”
“Ours.”
“Perfect.”
I stuff my cock into my jeans and put my arm around her shoulder. We walk to the curb and I hail a cab.
She snuggls against my side, squirming on the seat.
“What are you doing?” I put my forefinger beneath her chin and lift her face so I can see her expression.
“I’m dying to come again,” she says in a loud whisper.
I look up with a grin when the cab driver clears his throat loudly. We lock eyes in the rearview mirror and I raise one eyebrow. He turns away and I swear I can see a slight redness in his cheeks.
Tension is rampant in the backseat of the cab. Her arousal, as well as mine, is readily apparent in the confines of the small, enclosed space.
I thrust my hand between her legs and tap rhythmically against her pussy. “When we get home I’m going to burn every pair of pants and jeans you own.”
She pulls back. “You wouldn’t dare!” I can’t help but smile at the shocked look on her face.
I press my lips to her ear. “If I have my say, you’ll never cover your delicious cunt again.” I thrust my tongue into her ear and swirl it around before gently biting on her lobe.
“We’re here,” the driver calls over his shoulder.
We scramble out of the cab and rush toward our apartment, falling in the door once it’s unlocked.
I push her up against the wall, rip at the button of her jeans, and shove them down at the same time she’s working at my fly and releasing my cock.
She loops her arms around my neck and practically crawls on my body to wrap her legs around my waist. I reach between us to slide my fingers between her swollen labia and groan aloud at the thick cream that greets my fingertips. “Thank the lord.”
“I told you I was horny.” The fingers of her left hand bite into my shoulder while her right hand guides the head of my pulsing cock to her slick opening. “I need your cock.”
“You’ve got it.” I lean my forehead against hers. “You weren’t kidding, love.” I sigh as her velvety channel swallows my weeping cock hungrily.
I grip her hips and lift and lower her over my hard dick, her head thrown back, her lower lip caught enticingly between her teeth and soft squeaks huffing out as I slide her up and down my dick.
“I’m too…” she murmurs. “I can’t take much more.”
“Come, baby,” I give her permission. My skin feels stretched taut over my cheeks as her pussy grips me tight with the fluttery pulses of her muscles as she starts to let go. I place my left hand under her ass to give her more leverage and lean in pressing her against the wall and my chest. My lips wrapped around her throat and my teeth sink into the tendons as I suck her sweet taste into my mouth.
“Let go, Nina.” I hold her still and thrust deep. Reaching between our sweaty bodies, I flick her clit with the tip of my finger and she gasps, thrashing, bouncing harder and harder. Her heels biting into my low-back, but I can care less. She wants it and I’m going to give everything to her. I let her writhe over me until she comes apart in my arms.
“Come on, baby.” I lick and suck her throat as I cup her ass.
She rides through the waves of her orgasm, milking my cock with each spasm that starts deep in her pussy as I pump my cock and not two seconds later I come hard. And we both collapse in the foyer of our apartment.
My arms fasten around her waist, my head cushioned by the pillow softness of her breasts.
“How’s that for fantasy, babe?”
“Meet a tall, dark, gorgeous ‘stranger’ in a bar and fuck him senseless?” My head rises and falls with her deep inhale.
I can’t help but chuckle. “Yeah, that’s the one.”
Hunger gleams in her eyes. “Done and done.” She sighs. “Check that one off my bucket list.”
I pull back and kiss her, deeply. My perfect stranger.



TOO HOT TO HANDLE


My lips curls as I gingerly hold the phone away from my ear to avoid it sticking to my sweaty cheek.
“Well, what am I supposed to do, Ethan?”
“Of course I remember the Stephenson’s.” I remember the Stephenson’s. I lean back against my kitchen counter, the excessive heat almost all but forgotten with the mention of that last name. Do I ever remember that name. My legs turn to jelly so I sit down hard on my large leather ottoman. My sweat slicked legs stick uncomfortably to the leather. I stand back up again, my lip curled. High school. Hot summer night. Lake. Blanket. Virginity. Oh, I remember.
My eyes widen. “Oh, that’s right.” I roll my eyes, sigh, and shake my head all at the same time. “Thank God they do heating and air.”
“Uh, huh.”
“Well, do you have their number?” I roll my eyes again. “Yes, you’re the best big brother in the world, Ethan.” Not if my sarcastic, monotone deliver y has anything to say with it.
“Of course I mean it.” My mouth curls up in a silly smile.
“Give me a minute to find some paper and a pen.” I give up and hold the phone between my moist shoulder and ear, digging around in the kitchen junk drawer for the supplies I need. “Uh, huh.” I write. “Got it!”
“Love you, too,” I reply sincerely. “Kiss, kiss.” I make enthusiastic kissing noises into the phone. “See ya later.” I wait for Ethan to disconnect, then I immediately dial the repairman.
Come on, come on, come on. I tap my bare foot impatiently on the cool black and white tiles of my kitchen floor waiting for someone, anyone, to answer the phone. I study my toes calculatingly. I really should refresh my toenail polish. I wiggle my toes around contemplating the next color. Why does every business on the face of the earth have such horrendous hold music? I stick my tongue out at one of the fat chefs that hang on my sunflower yellow walls. A shudder rolls over my shoulders as Frank Sinatra croons about New York, New York.
I glance at the clock on the wall. Fifteen minutes? Has the whole world’s air gone out today? I know. I know Frank. I’d start spreading the news that my air is out if someone would pick up the godda…
“Oh, thank God.” I groan aloud, my shoulders slump in obvious relief.
A laugh rumbles in my ear. “You sound desperate.” If I wasn’t so uncomfortable right now, the sound of his voice would stir my juices perfectly. It’s deep and dark and full of all kinds of wicked promises.
“I am!” I mop the sweat from my brow with a new paper towel. An entire roll lay in a damp heap on the kitchen counter near the sink.
“What can I do for you?” The deliciously deep voice asks.
My nipples pucker into hard peaks at all the things he could do for me. My hand finds my left breast, my thumb flicking over the distended nub. “My air went out during the middle of the night and I’m dying in here.”
“Luckily you called the right place.”
“My brother gave me your number.”
“Who’s your brother?”
“Ethan Jamison.”
“Well, damn.” I can hear the smile in his voice. “I haven’t seen Ethan in years.”
“Yeah, he reminded me that your family was in the heating and air business.”
“I remember Ethan had three little sisters.” He paused. “Which one are you?”
“Meghan.” I take a deep breath. “I’m the baby.”
“Meghan.”
“Yeah, Meghan.”
“Damn,” he answers. “You were such a hot little thing.”
I snort. “Maybe I’m still a hot little thing.”
“Are you?”
I roll my eyes again. I can hear the chuckle in his voice. “I don’t know.” I shrug. “Sure.” I rock back and forth on the balls and heels of my feet. “I guess that’s in the eye of the beholder.”
“That’s beauty.” He chuckles.
“Huh?”
“Beauty’s in the eye of the beholder.”
“Oh,” I say. “Beauty, hotness. It’s all the same thing.”
“I suppose.” His voice drops an octave, the sound vibrating down my spine through the phone. “So did you go on to write the great American novel?”
I frown, my bottom lip stuck between my teeth. “I’m published.”
“Oh really?”
“Yep.”
“What do you write?”
“Umm…”
“Come on,” I hear the grin again. “Maybe I’ve read one of your books.”
“I doubt it.” My nose wrinkles, and my lips purse. I’m silent for a few minutes, pacing around and around in circles in my kitchen debating on what I should say. It’s not as if I’m embarrassed by my work. I go to conferences. My picture is on the inside back cover of all of my books. So what’s the big deal? The big deal is that he’ll probably think I’m some kinda slut. All men seem to think that just because I write erotic romances, I’m a slut. Easy. Put out on the first date. Yada, yada, yada, and all that jazz.
“Ah, come on,” he draws out. “I’m not a total Neanderthal. I do know how to read.”
“Fine.” I hear the annoyance in my voice. “I write erotic romances.”
“Come again?”
“Erotic romances.” I don’t know why I feel compelled to whisper. My brow furrows and I hold myself still waiting for the usual response.
“Fuck,” he groans, his voice turned husky.
And there it is.
“Sorry. Not very professional.”
“I’m used to it.” I feel forced to add, “Happens all the time.”
“I think that’s pretty cool.” It’s almost as if he shrugged, even though I can’t see his shoulders move. “Writing is difficult in any form. Kudos.”
I snicker. “Did you just say kudos?” My shoulders relax a bit. “Just something I remember your dad saying when we were in high school.”
“His favorite saying.”
“So which Stephenson are you?”
“Tobias.” The gravelly, raspy, deliciously deep texture of his voice is naturally sensual. “ Ohmygosh,” I exclaim, my fingers curl around the edge of my kitchen counter. “Tobias! Oh, wow. Tobias.” I wet my lips, my breathing fast.
“The one and only, Meg gie.” “I take it by that reaction that you haven’t forgotten me.”
“No.” Good one, Meg. I raise my chin, my senses whirling. “That would be a little difficult. Considering that I gave you something kinda important.” My eyes narrow.
“Don’t worry, Meggie.” I feel the sensual heat radiating from his words. “I remember exactly what you gave me.”
“So what have you been up to?” I work desperately at changing the subject.
“College.” I can hear the pride in his voice. “Took over the family business about four years ago.”
“That’s pretty cool.”
“I think so.”
His voice has a commanding presence over the phone, his confidence ratchets up my arousal. “Is there anyone available to see what’s up with my air conditioner?”
“Oh, that’s right, you did call for a reason, didn’t you, Meggie.”
“That I did.” My laugh sounds nervous to my own ears. Keep it cool, Meg.
“I’m not busy right now.”
My heart stops beating for a minute. My hand flies to my chest and l lay my palm flat to make sure it’s still working. Suddenly I’m a ball of nerves.
“Okay.”
“What’s your address?”
I give it to him.
“I can be there in about twenty to thirty minutes.”
“Sounds good.”
“See ya in a few.”

Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!
I race up the stairs, strip out of my clothes and jump in the shower to rinse off the ten layers of sweat that accumulated this morning.
Standing under the water does nothing to cool the hot blood racing through my veins. My nipples are still hard peaks, my labia feels puffy, swollen and needy. I reach between my legs to feel my clit poking out of its hood, engorged and begging for relief.
I close my eyes and my vision swims remembering the boy he was. Tall, lanky, not yet filled out completely, but definite potential.
My fingers slide through my slick slit, grazing every few swipes over my clit and sending powerful shoots of electricity to my toes.
I allow my fingers to circle the sensitive opening to my body. I thrust in two fingers, imagining his thick cock impaling me. Reaching for the spot. The one that makes me feel so good.
Knowing my time is limited; I slide my fingers free and rub my clit in quick circles. Round and round feeling the distended flesh growing harder and harder with each pass. My body writhes against the movements, responding to my touch. Begging for more. Seeking release, swift and hard.
My moans are low and throaty as I urgently reach for the orgasm that’s building fast. Nothing else matters in the next few minutes, but my orgasm.
My hand cups my right breast, squeezing, kneading the firm globe. My forefinger and thumb pinch and pull, tweaking my rigid nipple as my fingers circle faster and faster over my engorged clit.
Come on. Come on. Come on. That’s it. I feel it at the base of my spine and in my curled toes as I press my hips into my hand. My nipples bunch even tighter with each bite of pain making my hips thrust forward. Rub, rub, rub. Flick, flick, flick and I cry out on a groan, my stomach clenching as waves of pleasure wash over me along with the water from my shower.
Slumping against the cool tiles of the shower stall, I catch my breath before standing back under the hard spray and rinse once more.

“Better than I remembered.” He steps through the door, his large body almost blocking out the sun.
“Well, hello to you, too.” I step back so he can enter trying with great difficulty to still the muscles in my belly that jumped the minute my eyes locked with his. This is going to be the longest day of my life.
I give myself permission to stare. To take in everything about him. He looks basically the same as I remember, only bigger. Same deep, dark brown eyes, almost black at times. Same cocky grin. Maybe a few inches taller. Definitely well-over six foot. But the things that have changed about him are magnificent.
Delicious.
Yummy.
Mouth-watering.
I swallow and rub my damp hands on my shorts. Deep in my belly, excitement flickers to life.
His shoulders are wide. As spectacular as any football player I’ve ever seen. His pecs are lip-smacking bunches of muscles that are only emphasized by his standard grey cotton buttoned-down work shirt. His biceps are massive, stretching the material at his sleeves and accentuating their thickness. Narrow waist, flat stomach, lean hips, and an ass to die for.
I feel light-headed. It’s either from the lack of cool air or the immense heat he brought into my condo with his hot body.
“Toby?”
A slow wicked grin widens his very kissable mouth. “The one and only.”
I drag in one breath after the other as I struggle to speak. “Wow.”
His brow lifts appreciatively. “Ditto.” His eyes travel over my thin cotton tank and short shorts.
I cross my arms over my chest. A defensive gesture, but also to hide my turgid nipples. I grin. “Another Daddyism?”
He groans at his corniness. “Yeah.”
“Damn, Toby.” I shake my head back and forth in slow arcs. “You sure grew up nice.”
He didn’t waste any time telling me how good he must have thought I looked, his hands curled around my upper arms and pulled me up on my tiptoes as his mouth captures mine, barely leashing his desire.
Tongues, teeth, lips all smash together. Saliva swaps from his mouth to mine and back again in the erotic exchange. My teeth nip at his bottom lip, biting down, eliciting a deep groan from his throat just as I draw the firm yet pillowy softness of that same lip deep into my mouth and suck.
“Do it, Toby,” I whisper against his mouth. “Fuck me. Please.” I know I’m begging, but I feel so desperate, so needy, so horny. And he’s so fuckable. So larger than life hot. Fantasy land, make my pussy drip in two seconds flat hot. I nearly laugh as the thought enters my head, God, I am a fucking slut.
He lifts me up with very little effort with those gorgeous muscles. My legs wrap around his waist as he carries me to the couch and sits me on the arm.
My fingers make quick work of the buttons running down his shirt. I run my fingers over the ridges of his abs, up over the delicious swells of his pecs that make the spit in my mouth dry up, over his large rounded shoulders and push his shirt down his arms.
Leaning forward, I run my tongue from his left nipple, down the carved valley that separates the two halves of his torso until reaching his belly button and thrust the pointed tip of my tongue in and out before swirling it round and round.
“You’re delicious.” My forehead falls forward against the solid wall of his stomach.
“I’m sweaty,” he growls.
“Marinated in delicious manliness, is more like it.” My tongue flicks out to gather some more of his salty goodness.
“God that’s so hot.” He leans back and pushes me forward. I fall back against the cushions. My hips still lifted high in the air by the arm of the couch.
His large hands grip my hips with his strong fingers. He leans down and runs his nose up and down my crotch, inhaling the tang of my arousal.
Putting his fingers in the waistband of my shorts, he tugs them over my hips and tosses them on the floor. His big hands slide between my legs pushing them wide.
Pulling out his wallet, he removes a condom and lays it on my stomach. The wrapper sticks to the sheen of sweat coating my skin.
“How long have you lived here, Meggie?” He asks as he unbuckles his belt with a quick flick of his fingers, releases the button, and quickly yanks down the zipper with a loud rasp allowing his pants to slide over the lean muscles of his hips and catch on the bunched up muscles of his thighs.
From where I lay sprawled on the couch, I can see his cock jutting thick and long from the nest of curls at the root. God he has a magnificent hard-on. His balls, fall swollen and full between his legs. Groomed to perfection, shaved smooth. Ohmygod! My head falls back. From where he situated me on the arm of the couch, I couldn’t reach it if I tried.
“Don’t do that.” His eyes are black pools behind his hooded lids.
“What?” I croak, wetting my lips.
“That.” His Adam’s apple bobs up and down as he swallows hard.
I slide my tongue between my lips again and run it slowly over my bottom lip. “You mean that?” I ask mocking innocently, my eyes wide.
“Do it one more time, Meggie.” His voice lowers to a husky, scratchy growl, his eyes filled with heat. “And I’m going to shove my hard cock down your throat and make you suck me off.” His fingers drag over the puffy flesh of my labia and slide expertly between the swollen folds. He circles my opening with is forefinger, sliding it through the wetness seeping from my body and circles my clit with the rough pad of his thumb.
My hips jerk as I cry out in desperation.
“What about this?” Asking as I slide my right hand under my tank top and drag my palm over my nipple.
“Or that.” He draws in a shaky breath.
“I need your cock.” Grabbing for the condom on my belly, I rip open the wrapper with my teeth, holding it out to him.
“I’m glad you’re a naughty little girl, Meggie.” He took the proffered condom and slides it on with one hand while the other still plays with my clit.
“I didn’t realize how many skills you possess, Toby.” I sigh. “You’ve learned a lot of helpful skills since high school.”
“Let me show you another useful skill.” Taking his cock in hand he coats the tip in my juices which proves a major turn on. Lining it up with my clenching channel, he presses forward until the head is seated tightly in my velvety muscle.
I watch through narrow slits as he leans forward, pushing my tank up the rest of the way until my braless breasts are exposed to his eyes.
He grins, slow and devilishly wicked. “Turnabout’s fair play.” He leans forward the rest of the way, his cock slides in deeper as his tongue flattens against my belly in long, sure strokes. The thickness, scraping against my softness, his eyes never leaving my face as he trails it slowly up, up, up until the hard tip of his tongue lashes my nipple in quick whips. The look of his eyes turns up the heat that is already spiraling around us in waves of ecstasy.
My hips strain against his hot weight. I thrust upward needing to feel the fullness only his thickness can supply. I thrust and moan. “Toby.”
My hands clench in tight fists in his hair pressing him against my breast. He sucks forcefully, the suction is unbelievable. His tongue swirls hotly around my tip; tremors run throughout by entire body. I’m already teetering on the brink, my orgasm is so close and he’s barely begun.
“Yes, Meggie,” he says, his words muffled as he speaks around my swollen globe still surrounded by the heat of his mouth.
“What are you waiting for?” I try to move, but his weight allows me very limited movement.
His eyes fully ablaze. “Not a damn thing.” Thrusting, he seats himself fully. His thickness stretching me deliciously.
“Oh, God.” My head lolls back against the couch cushion. “Thank the Lord for small mercies.”
His brow lifts arrogantly. “Small?”
My eyes practically roll back in my head as he swivels his hips just right and hits it with his tool that is anything but small.
“I’m sorry, don’t stop moving.” My breath comes in choppy pants as drops of sweat fall from his brow landing on my cheek. I flick out my tongue to taste, desperate for more of him. “ Please, don’t stop.”
Putting his hands back on my sweat-soaked thighs he spreads them even wider and begins to pound into me. Our bodies slap together. The wet slapping sounds loud in the once silent room.
“Huge.” My back arches up off the cushion.
He strokes into me in smooth, masterful strokes. “How’s that?”
“Immense.” I whimper beneath him, squirming frantically as he slides out and thrusts back deep again. The friction starts a fire, the muscles in my pussy clamp tightly around his invading flesh as I rotate my hips.
His thumb finds my clit, plucking, tugging. “I need you to come, Meggie.” His words barely audible as his breaths come out in gulps.
“Enormous.” My body begins to tremble and shake ready to release its tension.
“You’ve got a hot little pussy for my big dick, Meggie.” His thrusts first short and fast, are now long and hard.
I can’t speak; I can only nod as my pleasure mounts considerably. I reach for his arms but my hands slide off his slick skin, so I thread them back into his hair and tug.
“Pull harder.” He groans loudly.
“Colossal.” The walls of my pussy quiver wildly as I tug the thick strands of his hair with my fingers. His eyes gleam at my praise, his pupils dilate at the tiny stabs of pain as I pull on his hair.
Angling his hips, the swipes of wiry hair arrowing from his belly button to his crotch against my super sensitive nub is intense. Lifting my legs, I press my heels against the arm of the couch giving me leverage to buck up and scrape against my erect clit, needing the extra sensations and pressure. My body, dripping with sweat and cream, allows his driving cock to slide easier and easier. His cock stabs faster and faster, only enhancing the rhythmic slap of his balls against my ass.
“Massive.” His cock massages me deep, deeper than any other man has ever been able to before. “Oh, God.”
“Come on. Come on. Come on.” I beg. I plead.
“Give it to me, Meggie.”
I cry out as he slams deep, biting down on my nipple and pinching my clit hard. My cry sharp, loud, frenzied as I explode taking his cock prisoner in my convulsing pussy.
I feel his impossibly thick cock pound into me over and over as soft grunts escape my lips. Again, he begins building up that same delicious pressure in my core.
“A few more seconds.” My eyes are squeezed shut in concentration.
“You gonna come again?” I hear the satisfaction in his voice.
“If you can keep this up,” I say dazedly.
“You got it, babe.”
I pry open my eyelids enough to see his head thrown back, the tendons in his neck thick, his bottom lip between his teeth, and the sexiest look of concentration on his face.
Reaching down between our bodies thick with sweat, I rub my clit in fast circles feeling my climax building.
“Oh, yeah.”
I look up and he’s watching me touch my own body. “You look so hot,” he says through clenched teeth.
That’s all I need. My pussy throbs in deep spasms and he pumps two more times, he throws his head back with a roar. Pumping hot spurts of come into the condom, I milk him with the tiny muscles in my body.
I’m not sure how long we have been lying here, but it becomes unbearably hot and uncomfortable as our sweat continues to mingle.
Standing up he gets rid of the condom and stuffs his cock back into his pants before zipping them back up.
“Why don’t you take a shower while I get this air going?”
I lift my hands so he can help pull me into a sitting position.
“Sounds good.”
“Then maybe we can reminisce over dinner?”
A smile brightens my face as I gather up my clothes and race up the stairs.



Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Оставить отзыв о книге
Все книги автора

OPS/images/unruly.jpg





